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patent toes squeaked past and came inside. I looked up for Father
Ryan's winking blue eyes, but I stopped at the tiny silver .lesus,
iJanging on the crucifix behind his fingers.
Father lifed the tent and sprinkled all around inside with a thick
silver pencil. I heard Latin words all run together in a hum-c-l ike in
church, when Miss Martin died. Was Daddy going to die?
I wondered what it was like to wear black and sit in the front pew
in church and cry and hold Mother's arm. Would she cry'? I saw
shiny hearses and a big cemetery, and brass coffin handles. My 110se
filled up with the smell of damp funeral flowers and made my head
ache. The Latin hum roared through my ears. The floor got blurry
and my eyes started to overflow. I tried to stop-1 looked at the
ceiling-but the flowers and Latin hum slushed around and around
inside and crashed down on me. The hot tears stung my face.
Father's arm was wrapped around my neck, I was right on the
toes of his patent leather shoes and the little Jesus was cold against
tn.y cheek. The Lati n hum was gone. I looked up the road of bu ttons
on his black shirt. A glassy blue eye winked back down. The cold little
Jesus against my cheek felt good; I squeezed up beside it. Father said
the baby Jesus wouldn't let Daddy die. I started to whisper my
Hail Mary's.
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Look at that ant a-runnin', it's pitiful but true,
That ant is not a-knowin' where he's a goin' to.
Lord, look how fast he's goin', so nimble and so quick,
A-passin' over everything I cloubtif he can pick
The place that he remembers and considers best of all,
'Cause that old ant is too busy a-havin' himself a ball.
I'd rather be slow and steady and have no chance to fail,
Maybe 'cause l 'm deliberate, but prob'Iy 'cause I'm a snail.
